THE BLIND MAN'S HUNT

Mother and son did not embrace. For a few moments longer;
studied each other, observing the changes that had taken place in
them.

Mother Lachaume had not altered much. She was still the same
monstrous mass of unwieldy, deformed flesh. Only her right eyelid had
fallen., thick as a nutshell, and her cheeks had become covered with a
grey stubble, while between the wisps of her hair, drawn back into a
bun, her scalp showed in wide pink lines.

She wiped her hands on her sides and said, eventually: "If you've
bothered to come it must be because you've got something to discuss
with me. Let's go into the house."

Old as she was, she had not shrunk and was still taller than her son
by half a head. They walked side by side down the weedy path, feeling
like strangers to each other; and yet they were not unalike. Both had
little hair on their heads, both had the same sort of balanced gait from
the hips, and while she carried before her her tumour and her dropsy
beneath the dirty apron, he bore the growing stomach of his too-well-
nourished forty years.

Simon looked about him at the land which had half gone to waste;
the emotion he had felt at the first sight of it had already disappeared.
The old woman walked on, immured in her distrust, apparently paying
no attention to anything. She dropped her clogs on the threshold of the
kitchen.

In the big dark room Simon was immediately assailed by the smell of
sour wine and milk, smoke and greasy water, which had enveloped his
whole childhood, the smell which his mother seemed to carry about
with her and which impregnated everything, furniture, fabrics, food and
memory. All that was lacking was the acrid smell of sweat that had
been his father's contribution.

And Simon's eyes turned immediately to the alcove between the
hearth and the bread-bin, certain of finding there the most painful sight
of his home-coming.

Grouching rather than sitting on an old low chair that had lost most
of its straw, Simon's brother was blowing vaguely at a primitive wind-
mill made out of two bits of crossed cardboard on the end of an elder-
twig.

"Come, Louis, come and say how-do-you-do," said Mother Lach-
aume. "Gome on, don't be afraid; it's Simon."

The figure that rose awkwardly to its feet, leaning on the bread-bin,
was dressed in short trousers and a black apron. He came forward like
an ill-controlled puppet., throwing his lanky legs sideways, his hands
turned outwards. He was taller than Simon. The skin of his face, his
twisted hands and his knobbly knees, was the same colour all over, a
sort of cold greenish-bronze. The exaggeratedly oval face, framed by
two lanky locks issuing from under a beret, was entirely unlined. The
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